WHEELS
centre with one or two really good restaurants, a good
municipal opera, seven cinemas, a great concert hall, a fine
cathedral, a good museum and art gallery—and a civic
pride in these things. That local rivalry we may well approve,
for it will give us the ideal life.
And that life, based on individual and intensive culture
and craftsmanship, is singularly stable. It cannot be over-
turned because of the exigencies of the financier. Throughout
the Old World and here and there, as in North New Jersey
throughout the New, communities have gone on practising
the intensive cultivation of the same plots of ground for
hundreds—and indeed, as in China or Provence, for
thousands—of years. ... In spite of panics, pestilences,
wars, conflagrations, revolutions. You will find them round
Haarlem in Holland as round Tiflis, Samarkand, and to
the East of Philadelphia, Pa.—and all the cities that lie
between.
And, as I have already hinted, in America itself the
tradition is older than that of the first coming of Raleigh.
The Indians were by no means all nomadic. You had tribes
enough with truck-gardening summer settlements to let
the settlers come upon those agglomerations and burn them
to the ground. And they were skilful enough, as we have
seen, to teach the settlers how to grow things—and to
improve on the non-indigenous fruits and animals that the
settlers brought with them. They grew and improved one
species of peach in the counties of Kent and Sussex, Del.,
to such an extent that it was a widespread belief that the
so-called Indian peach—which came from Persia—was an
indigenous tree. And not only did they soon excel the
settlers in riding, but they developed the admirable Chika*
wani horse and protected it from deterioration as jealously
as do the Arabs with their barbs. . . . One of the world
legends that I have always found fascinating used to attach
to certain septs of the Cherokees. It is that of the nomadic
truck-gardeners. You will find traces of their fame in the
territory of the Dalai Lama—in the legend of the peoples,
incurably nomadic but just as incurably addicted to fresh
vegetables. These peoples travelled with good loam, leaf

